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Our grace can tell not; while our grace had yet
The grace to walk an hour in the sun's eye
With your fair daughters and our bedfellows
About your battlements that hold us fast,
Or breathe outside the gateway where our foot
Might feel the terrace under, we might say
The morn was good or ill; being here shut up,
We make no guesses of the sun, but think
To find no more good morrows.

Lady Lochleven.         ,               Let your grace

Chide not in thought with me ; for this restraint,
That since your late scarce intercepted flight
Has been imposed upon me, from my heart
I think you think that I desired it not.

Queen.   Ay, we were fools, we Maries twain, and

thought

To be into the summer back again
And see the broom blow in the golden world,
The gentle broom on hill.    For all men's talk
And all things come and gone yet, yet I find
I am not tired of that I see not here,
The sun, and the large air, and the sweet earth,
And the hours that hum like fire-flies on the hills
As they burn out and die, and the bowed heaven,
And the small clouds that swim and swoon f the sun,
And the small flowers.    Now should I keep these

things

But as sweet matter for my thoughts in French,
To set them in a sonnet; here at home
I read too plain in our own tongue my doom,
To see them not, and love them.    Pardon me;